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CHORUS.

Sweet thy sleep and sweet the bosom was that gave
thee sleep and birth ;

Harder now the breast, and girded with no marriage-
band for girth,

Where thine head shall sleep, the namechild of the
lords of under earth.

PRAXITHEA.
Dark the name and dark the gifts they gave thee,

child, in childbirth were,
Sprung from him that rent  the womb of earth, a

bitter seed to bear,
Born with groanings of the ground that gave him

way toward heaven's dear air.                         8So

CHTHONIA.
Day to day makes answer, first to last, and life to

death; but I,
Born for death's sake, die for life's sake, if indeed this

be to die,
This my doom that seals me deathless till the springs

of time run dry.